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The notes writ of these letters here alleged

In mine own hand: if these ye bring not forth,

Judge all good men if I be not condemned

In all your hearts already, who perchance

For all this pageant held of lawless law

Have bound yourselves by pledge to speak me dead:

But I would have you look into your souls,

Remembering how the theatre of the world

Is wider, in whose eye ye are judged that judge,

Than this one realm of England

Burghley.                                  Toward that realm

Suffice it here that, madam, you stand charged
With deadly purpose: being of proven intent
To have your son conveyed to Spain, and give
The title you pretend upon our crown
Up with his wardship to King Philip.

Mary Stuart,                                   Nay,

I have no kingdom left to assign, nor crown
Whereof to make conveyance: yet is this
But lawful, that of all things which are mine
I may dispose at pleasure, and to none
Stand on such count accountable.

Burghlty.                                   So be it

So far as may be: but your ciphers sent
By Curie's plain testimony to Babington,
To the lord Lodovic, and to Feraihurst,
Once provost on your part in Edinburgh
By mean of Grange your friend his father-in-law,
Speak not but as with tongue imperial, nor
Of import less than kingdoms.